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later, as the author, with just bitterness, remarks,
this advisory board had before their eyes
Northumberland Avenue and its hotels.
Another type who was regarded at the be-
ginning of the century as a permanent feature
of London life, and is now in retirement, is the
old horse-bus driver. The motor-bus driver
of to-day is a fine type, and performs an exacting
job with unusual skill and suave temper. But
one does not know much about him. The
horse-bus driver was in touch with his front-
seat passengers, and they could talk to him.
Londoners then were not over-sensitive to
wind and rain, and the open top of the bus
gave them a view of the world through which
they rumbled, and inspired that casual con-
versation which open air always inspires among
strangers, and which enclosed places always
stifle. In sunshine or pouring rain the mere
presence of the driver, and perhaps the presence
of the horses, was an incentive to talk; but on the
motor-bus, whether covered or open, the driver
is set apart from his passengers. There is no
chance of talking to him, and he goes so swiftly
through the streets and makes such brief pauses
that there is little chance even of observing
him. In the past, men who lived in the suburbs
and went every day to the City got to know
their bus-driver, and their front seat was always